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around me and said, " Come along with me, I am
certain my wife will have something in the cup-
board." I protested, firmly convinced that his wife
would certainly prefer to be alone with him for the
first hour or so. But Vacas continued to insist, and
I knew that a Spaniard is only too quickly offended
when his spontaneous hospitality is refused. In one
of the meaner streets of the centre, we climbed up a
bleak stair that smelt of cats. " She will be speech-
less with surprise and beside herself with joy when
she sees me," whispered Vacas on the doorstep.
" Here we are," he said as he thrust open the door.

His reception was not what he expected.

His wife, who was sitting by the window sewing,
bent her head lower over her needlework. " At
last," was all she said. Vacas became boyishly
embarrassed at her coolness ; he offered me a chair
and began to talk at once to break the silence,

" I thought you would have been a little more
pleased to see me, particularly as I was within a
hair's breadth of never coming back at all. As I was
conducting the new recruits who had come to relieve
us towards Las Rosas, the commandant told us to
take the low road along the Playa, which was
quicker. Near the Cuesta de la Reina the Moors
spotted us ; first machine-gun fire and then shrapnel.
My boys dispersed on all sides, seeking cover. I had
to go backwards and forwards like a clucking hen